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W hen Ms. Agnes Zealot discovered that we were about to publish 
the latest Harry Plotzer volume, she sent us an irate letter con¬ 
demning our choice. In the interest of fair play and filling a blank 
page, we’ve offered Ms. Zealot an opportunity to air her briefs... uh... 
beliefs. Take it away, Ms. Zealot! 


Dear Cracked Magazine, 


How are you? X am ftoe ' d ^ the publication of 

AS a parent, I am very con ^ Sorcerer’s Pmza. 

the following book, book will be led down 

am afraid tbe childr - | " avtt y and all that is ^ 
the suppery slope of vme, st ttl reat faemg 

What am I talking about? omy talking a hout pmza 

youth of America today. I am 

worshipping 1 tanking, I’ve heard it all before. 

I know what yon re ttuI ^ „ « a fanatic,” “a JeK-0 

u She’s a lunatic,” “a ^ “^’ W eath.” But that -n't 

butt,” “a @^- for “ be truth ahout pizza. It’s the 

stop me from spreadtog mozzarella , uhe 

011 ° aUSe de ° c !nS te any decency at all, they 

Aaps ^2- a ' ot 

^Ms. Agn es Zealot 
Toe-peek-a, KS 


Thank you, Agnes, you’ve really accomplished something, 
you’ve helped us fill a page which otherwise would have 
remained blank. 


WRITER: JOSH COHEN 
ARTIST: WALTER BROGAN 


And, now, on with Harry Plotzer and the Sorcerer’s Pizza! 



PUM/lty/vo s 













A. F°wlirvg 

A. K. Fowling got the idea for Harry Plotzer and the Sorcerer’s 
Pizza while in the lavatory aboard a Virgin Airline flight to Italy. 
She washed her hands and rushed back to her seat, 
anxious to start on the book, but to her dismay she had no 
paper. Undaunted, Ms. Fowling improvised. She wrote on barf 
bags, but since it was a turbulent flight most of the barf bags 
were full, which made writing on them quite difficult. The book 
was almost finished when she ran out of barf bags. So Ms. 
Fowling returned to the lavatory and wrote the final chapters 
of the book on toilet paper and sanitary seat covers, much to the 
chagrin of the many passengers who later used the facilities. 


COMNG SOON: 

Harry Plotzer and the Chamber of Chamber Pots 
Harry Plotzer and the Sorcerer’s Kidney Stone 


Harry Plotzer and the Poorly Drawn Book Cover 
Harry Plotzer and the View Up Sabrina’s Skirt 
Harry Plotzer and the Blair Wizard Project 
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H arry Plotzer was sprawled on the couch in his uncle’s house watching 
Casper, The Friendly Ghost. No, not on television. He was watching the real 
Casper, for Harry was a wizard. 

Harry was also a second-year student at the Swineflu Pizzeria and School of 
Magic, an institution for instruction in the magical arts and family-style Italian 
cooking. Swineflu was made up of four houses: Motleycrue, Suckeredin, 
Staypuft, and Microsoft. Harry was in Motleycrue House. Motleycrue’s greatest 
rival was Microsoft, the house most notorious for turning out Dark Lords, 
including Darth Maul, Darth Vader and Bill Gates. 

In the summer, when he wasn’t at school, Harry lived with his aunt and uncle, 
Pewtunia and Burnin Turdsley, and their rotten son Mudley. The Turdsleys 
were muggles—what wizards called unmagical people. Wizards also called 
them jerks, losers and some other unprintable names. Harry hated living with 
the Turdsleys. They were cruel. They were selfish. They only had basic cable. 

Harry was famous among wizards because of a mysterious lightning-bolt tat¬ 
too on his butt. That, plus he could belch out the latest N’Sync CD and sound 
better than N’Sync. The tattoo came from a magical battle with the evil Lord 
Veyismere, he-who-must-not-be-named-but-may-be-emailed. Lord Veyismere 
killed Harry’s parents, which was why he had to live with the Turdsleys. 

“Mudley, turn on the television!” Harry shouted at his lumpish cousin, who 
had just entered the room. 

“Change it yourself!” said Mudley. 

Harry pulled out a deck of cards from his pocket and began shuffling. 
“Change it, Mudley, or else...pick a card, Mudley, any card.” 

“No...please...no magic!” whimpered Mudley. The Turdsleys were terrified of 
magic. Ever since Harry had started going to Swineflu they had been afraid of 
him. What they didn’t know was that Harry hadn’t started learning any real 
spells at Swineflu, so he had to use cheap tricks he’d bought at the local nov¬ 
elty shop. 

“Hey, Mudley,” he said. “Want to see me pull a rabbit out of my hat?” 

Mudley fled from the room. 

Suddenly there was a knock at the window. 
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VUen It Absolutely FoSItIVeLY has 
to AeeIYe BY otyL 

I t was the UPS owl delivering a letter in his beak. 

“Mnnbwibvkbb,” he chirped. 

“What?” asked Harry. 

“Mnbowiugcb,” answered the UPS owl. 

Harry took the letter from the owl’s beak. 

“Now, again, what did you say?” 

“I said take the letter out of my damn beak!” replied the owl, testily. 

“This letter is torn and covered in saliva!” Harry said. 

“What do you want,” growled the owl. “It was in my beak.” The UPS owls were 
a surly bunch. They were constantly being mocked for wearing those silly little 
brown shorts and shirts. Just the other day Harry witnessed a wing-fight 
between a UPS owl and a FedEx carrier pigeon who laughed at his uniform. 

Harry looked at the envelope with the Swineflu seal on the back and tore it 
open. The letter was blank! 

“It must be from Professor Snipes,” chuckled Harry. “It’s written in invisible 
ink.” Harry applied a magic potion of lemon juice and salsa to the paper and 
held it over a candle. It read: 

CPEAR MR. PLOTZER 

IT HAS COMB TO'OUR ATTENTION THAT YOU WERE FREQUENTLY 
SEEN LURKING IN THE HALLWAY OUTSIDE THE GIRLS' BATHROO/H LAST 
SEMESTER... JUST KIDDING! 

Snipes was the professor of practical jokes. Harry skimmed the letter and con¬ 
tinued to the end.... 

IT IS l/HPERATIVE THAT YOU RETURN TO SWINEFLU AT ONCE. THERE 
HAVE BEEN NUMEROUS UNEXPLAINED OCCURRENCES AND YOUR 
PRESENCE IS DESPERATELY. 

Harry could read no further. Not because of the disturbing nature of this 
urgent missive, but because he allowed the letter to get too close to the candle 
and it had burst into flames. 

It only took a few minutes for the fire department to arrive and douse the 
inferno, which had only spread to a few other homes, but Harry could care less. 




V}]cm It absolutely; FosItIV^xy has to AbeIVe by oVl 
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“Hooray!” shouted Harry. He would finally get to leave for school and try out 
his new Buttburn 2000 magic broom—the fastest broom on the market. He was 
supposed to take the train, but it wouldn’t hurt to try it just this once.... 

“What’s going on in here?” shouted his aunt Pewtunia, who, for some reason, 
seemed to want to know how the fire started. 

“Don’t make me pull a quarter out of your ear, Aunt Pewtunia,” Harry said. 
Aunt Pewtunia whimpered, but said nothing as she raced away from Harry’s 
room. 
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BlFocALS? 

B arry limped into class and gingerly sat down next to his friend Ron Weasel. 

It wasn’t called a Buttburn 2000 for nothing. He was thankful he hadn’t 
bought the Ballbuster 3000. 

“Have you heard the news?” Ron said breathlessly. “They found another 
transformed student outside the library.” 

“Mildred Swedeborg,” Harry said, nodding. “They found her changed into a 
medium anchovy meatball pizza. Too bad, I liked Mildred. But I hate 
anchovies.” 

For the past three weeks students have been found mysteriously transmuted 
into pizzas all over the campus. The only connection is that they all have mug- 
gle parents. Just then, the classroom door burst open and the headmaster of 
Swineflu, Professor Dumbledork, strode into the room. He addressed the class: 

“Students, I’m afraid that class is canceled for today. Your teacher, Miss 
Gorgonzola, was found outside the cafeteria just five minutes ago. She has been 
changed into a pepperoni and cheese Sicilian pie.” The students gasped. 
“Please return to your dormitories immediately and stay there until further 
notice... BBRRRAAAAPPPPP,” Dumbledork burped. “Pardon me, pepperoni 
always gives me gas.” He turned and strode quickly from the room. 

“I have a bad feeling about this, Harry,” said Ron Weasel. “We’d better follow 
Dumbledork to see what’s going on.” 

Ron and Harry slipped out after the headmaster. A tall, mysterious man 
stopped Dumbledork just outside the Potions and Sauces lab. 

“That’s Dufus Malfoy,” Harry said, naming the father of Wacko Malfoy, Harry’s 
archenemy from Microsoft House. “1 wonder what he’s saying to the headmas¬ 
ter.” 

Dufus Malfoy was talking vehemently with Professor Dumbledork, gesturing 
with his hands and stamping his feet. The two boys managed to creep up close 
enough to hear them. 

“Goldberg!” shouted Dufus Malfoy. 

The headmaster shook his head. “Yokozuna would toast his hairy butt,” he 
said confidently. Malfoy’s face went red and he stalked off. Suddenly, a pair of 
heavy hands fell upon their shoulders. 
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hy, if it isn’t Harrrrry Plotzerrrr and his guid friend Ronny Weasel,” 
roared a distinctive Scottish brogue. It was Haggis, the huge, muscled 
groundskeeper of Swineflu. Haggis placed a meaty paw on each boy’s shoulder, 
his face splitting into a wide smile. “I missed ye!” the giant roared, playfully 
blacking Harry’s eye. “Why haven’t ye written?" Harry had been great friends 
with the groundskeeper since he came to Swineflu, though sometimes Haggis’s 
affection could be a bit overpowering. 

“So glad yer back,” Haggis roared, bodyslamming Harry into the wall, dislo¬ 
cating his shoulder. “And you too, Master Weasel,” he added, throwing a play¬ 
ful jab at Ron’s glass jaw. Ron nodded gingerly and spat out two bloody teeth. 
“So, wha’ are ye two rascals up to now?” Haggis asked, wrapping Harry in a 
headlock and wrenching his head sharply. 

“We were just following Dumbledork to see what’s going on,” Harry croaked. 
“Another student’s been transmuted.” 

“Yer nae serious?” Haggis’s massive brow wrinkled in concern as he kneed 
Harry in the groin. “Tha’ makes five already. They otta be calling in the police.” 
Harry grunted in agreement, tears of pain in his eyes. “Well, you lads canna’ be 
out by yoursel’s. It’s far too dangerous,” Haggis said. “I better escort ye back 
tae yer dorm rooms.” Ignoring their cries of protest, Haggis grabbed a fistful of 
their hair in each hand and dragged them down the hallway towards 
Motleycrue. 

That night, as Harry lay in bed with an ice pack on his jaw, his friend 
Herheinie Stranger came by with some bad news. 

“Harry, somebody discovered an empty bag of Botson’s Booger-flavored 
Beans next to Professor Gorgonzola. You like those, don’t you?” 

“Well, that doesn’t mean anything,” Harry said. 

“They also found a copy of “Barry White’s 101 Top Magic Luuuv Potions” next 
to Professor Gorgonzola. You had a copy of that, didn’t you Harry?” 

“Well, that doesn’t mean anything,” Harry reasoned. 

“They also found a photograph of you changing Professor Gorgonzola into a 
pizza, with a paper stapled to it reading ‘I turned Professor Gorgonzola into a 
pepperoni and cheese pizza, signed Harry Potter.’ People are beginning to sus¬ 
pect you, Harry.” 


* & * 
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“Hmm...I bet Wacko Malfoy’s behind this,” Harry said. “He’d like to frame me. 
There’s only one thing we can do: sneak into Microsoft and spy on him.” 

“But how is that possible?” asked Herheinie. “Microsoft is guarded by Tri¬ 
tush, the three butted dog.” 
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arry stood up and walked to his closet. “When my parents died, they left me 
a few magic things,” he said. He opened his closet and took out an old cloak. 
“What’s that?” asked Herheinie. 

“It’s a Cloak of Lisping. Let’th thee what elthe I’ve got.” He pulled out a pair 
of vicious-looking briefs. “Underwear of Atomic Wedgies,” he said. “Can inca¬ 
pacitate a man in seconds.” 

Herheinie pointed to a green and brown garment hanging on a hook. “What 


about that?” she asked. 

“That's a Vest of Itchiness,” said Harry. 

“Where did your parents buy that?” asked Herheinie. 

“Oh, they didn’t buy it. It’s a gift from my aunt; it’s wool, and boy, is it itchy,” 
said Harry, groping around in the closet. 

“What are you looking for?” asked Herheinie. 

“My cloak of invisibility,” answered Harry. “I can never find the darn thing.” 

“That’s because it’s invisible, you dolt,” said Herheinie. 

Harry tripped over something invisible. “Here it is. We can wear it to sneak 
into Microsoft House.” 

With Herheinie sitting on Harry’s shoulders, they crept silently onto the 
Microsoft campus. But first they had to get past Tri-tush. Tri-tush wasn’t 
vicious. In fact, he was a gentle dog. But he was armed. Armed with three butts! 
And anyone attempting to enter Microsoft House had to pass through a mine¬ 
field of doggy-doo. 

Harry, wearing his invisible cloak, and with Herheinie weighing heavily on his 
shoulders, stepped gingerly through the field, trying not to ruin his new Nikes. 
Upon entering Microsoft House they found Wacko Malfoy boasting to his 
friends about how his father thought that all students with muggle blood in 
them ought to be changed into pizzas. 

Suddenly, Wacko stopped talking and sniffed the air. 

“We have an intruder,” he shouted. “I smell doggy-doo!” 

“Damn!” exclaimed Harry. “My Retro Jordans! I paid $150 for them!” Harry 
threw off the cloak and dumped Herheinie onto the floor in order to inspect his 
sneakers. 

“Catch them!” shouted Malfoy! 



5IX 



rp mAGIc cjeF 

wish you had your Buttbuster 2000 Magic Broom so we could escape from 

X here,” whined Herheinie. 

“I have the next best thing.” said Harry, as he pulled the DustRag 99 from the 
back pocket of his pants. The DustRag 99 was a flying dust rag he bought off a 
Persian maid. It wasn’t fast and it wasn’t flashy, but it would get them out of 
Microsoft House. Not only that, but afterwards he could use it to clean his 
room. Harry and Herheinie jumped on and escaped. 

“We’d better get Ron and go see Headmaster Dumbledork about this,” said 
Harry, after Herheinie had gotten back on after having fallen off due to a sneez¬ 
ing fit from all the dust. “I doubt he’ll believe me by myself, even though Wacko 
Malfoy writes a letter every week to the Magician Times saying that every 
Swineflu student with a muggle parent should be turned into a pizza. 1 just hope 
we can convince him.” 

Harry and Herheinie got Ron and rushed to Dumbledork’s office. Harry 
knocked on the door. There was no answer. Ron noticed that the door was 
slightly ajar, so he pushed it open, and a horrible sight greeted him: there, 
behind the desk, instead of Headmaster Dumbledork, lay an enormous, double¬ 
crust meatball sausage pizza! 

“My gosh!” said Herheinie. “Somebody’s gotten to Headmaster Dumbledork!” 

The door slammed shut behind them, and they whirled around. There, 
dressed in a huge chef’s hat and white apron over his kilt, stood their old friend 
Haggis. 

“Haggis!” shouted Harry. “So it was you, not Wacko Malfoy. But why?” 

Haggis hung his head. “I always wanted to become a wizard, or at least a pizza 
chef, but the headmaster said I dinna’ have the brains fer it. He wouldn’t let me 
study at Swineflu.” He jabbed a thick index finger at the bubbling, golden-brown 
headmaster. “Well, well, well, Mr. Dumbledork, who’s the Magic Chef now?" 

“But Haggis, how could you do it? They’ll send you to jail. And you’re wear¬ 
ing a skirt, you won’t be safe,” said Harry. 

“It’s a kilt, ya ninny!” Haggis said. “I’ll go to jail only if they have witnesses. 
And I don’t think they’ll have any. All they’ll have is a coupla sausage and mush¬ 
room pizzas!” 

“Could you turn me into a green pepper pizza?” asked Ron. “I’m allergic to 
mushrooms.” 

Haggis pulled out his combination magic wand/egg beater and began advanc¬ 
ing towards them. 

* 8 * 
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Tp SlJEfEl^E ETnJDNG 

J ust then, the door opened, knocking Haggis to the ground and sending his 
wand spinning across the floor. 

“What’s going on here?” said Professor Snipes, the practical joke teacher, as 
she stood in the doorway and shpritzed Harry with a squirting flower. 

Harry shouted: “No time to explain...but if there were time I’d tell you: Haggis 
here is the one who has been turning students into pizzas. He’s angry because 
Headmaster Dumbledork never let him into Swineflu to study magic or pizza 
making, so Haggis has been teaching himself on his own from books. In his 
anger he’s seeking revenge on the students by turning them, and now 
Headmaster Dumbledork, into pizzas.” 

“Thank God there’s no time to explain,” said Snipes, while placing a “kick-me” 
sign on Harry’s back. 

“Look out! Haggis is reaching for his wand!” cried Herheinie. 

Before Haggis could close his hand around his magic wand/egg beater, 
Professor Snipes whipped out her wand and aimed it at Haggis. Haggis ducked 
and the magic rays from Snipes’ wand hit the pizza formerly known as 
Headmaster Dumbledork. There was a puff of smoke and mozzarella cheese 
and the pizza was turned back into Dumbledork. Harry, who hadn’t eaten since 
breakfast, had cut a huge slice from the pizza. He was busy eating it when it 
turned into Dumbledork’s leg. Dumbfounded, Harry spit out a toe nail then 
handed the chewed-up leg back to its rightful owner. 

“I... I... I believe this is yours, sir” Harry stammered. 

“Plotzer,” said Dumbledork. “This is going to cost your house 1000 points. We 
can not have students going around chewing up the faculty.” 

“But what about Haggis?” protested Harry. “It was his fault. Tell him, Haggis. 
Haggis?” 

Haggis had... vanished. 

Where did Haggis go? Can Dumbledork’s leg be reattached? Will Harry score 
with Herheinie? For the answers you’ll have to wait for the next exciting edi¬ 
tion: Harry Plotzer and the Chamber of Sequels! 
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Vfut tfe critic^ 

“If the good Lord didn’t want us to burn 
books like “Harry Plotzer” he wouldn’t 
have given us fire.” — Rev. Falwell 


Four broomsticks! 


Witches Wear Daily 


Couldn’t have written it better myself. 



















W henever a big-budget Hollywood movie comes out, there are always a million 

licensed products that come along with it—everything from t-shirts to breakfast 
cereals to pillow cases. Usually, these items sell very well—in some cases, like 
Disney's “The Lion King”, the studio actually made more money off the licensing than it did 
off the movie! But merchandising doesn’t always work. Here are some examples of... 

MOVIE MERCHANDISE 

That Never Quite Caught On! 


CASPER’S 

COFFIN! 


m 

, v. 


WRITER: BARRY DUTTER 


Casper’s a dead kid, right? 
Well, here’s a chance to own 
the casket he was buried in! 
It’s a fun way to see the final 
resting place of your favorite 
friendly ghost! Includes 
__ Casper’s skeleton inside! 
Also available: Casper’s 
, Tombstone and Casper’s 
Tpv. Graveyard Playset! 


ARTIST: FRANK CUMMINGS 


THE LION KING’S 

ROTTING ANTEFOPE 
CARCASS! 

There’s nothing a Lion King loves more 

than hunting down a defenseless animal 

and disemboweling it! Remember, QHo^p . 

being king of the beasts means r \pMp 

that you’re bigger and stronger 

than all the other animals! • V \ 

Here’s a little reminder of how Y vY 

Simba stays king of the beasts! KSL^L 



Every 


BATMAN FOREVER 
JOCKSTRAP! 

kid wants to look like Batman! Well, now you can, 
thanks to this stylish athletic supporter, just like 
the ones worn by Batman and Robin in their 

latest movie! With this bat -x 

j jockstrap, you’re safe 
from Catwoman’s 
deadly kicks! Your 
friends will stare I Ilf/U 
\ at your bat-bulge uSA /'v 

V f forever' V^r\/ / \ 




GRUMPY OLD MEN 

T"\T A TJ"pTJ C No wonder Walter Matthau and 
J Jack Lemmon are so grumpy- 
they’re incontinent! But thanks to 
rlV this remarkable new product, 

they’ll never have any 
; y/ U thing to gripe about 

^ V a S ain! So next 
^ me ^ oure 





OUTBREAK’S 
EBOLA MONKEY DOLL 

This cute little fellow is infected with the deadly Ebola 
Virus—just like the monkey in “Outbreak”! Here’s your 
chance to recreate your favorite scenes from the movie! 
But don’t let the monkey bite you, or you’re really in 
for some real flesh-eating fun! 


wm 





The WATERWORLD 
URINE PURIFIER! 

Now you can drink your own urine, just like 
Kevin Costner does in “Waterworld”! This 
amazing purification process removes all 
the distasteful elements from your urine, 
leaving only the sparkling, tasty water! 
We guarantee “you’re-in” for a real treat! 
You’ll really take a “leaking” to it! 



STRIPTEASE 
ACTION A 

FIGURES ^ 

You’ve never seen 
action figures like 
these before! 

They’ll show you *V 
more action than you can 
handle! And check out that // 
figure! These dolls are made 
with the same quality plastic as 
- the real Demi Moore! 


•a':. 


IS 


Si 


m 



BABE’S BACON 

In his movie debut. Babe, the talking pig, 
captured the heart of the nation! Now here’s 
a way for you to bring Babe into your home 
in a whole new way—as breakfast! He can’t 
talk any more, but if he could, he’d say, “I’m 
crispy and delicious! Try me!” 
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The HUNCHBACK 
BACKPACK 

All kids love Quasimodo, the grotesque beast from 
Disney's ‘The Hunchback of Notre Dame.” And all 
kids love carrying backpacks! Now here’s something 
that’s sure to ring your bell—the Hunchpack! Holds 
up to fifty schoolbooks, and lets you look like one of 
your favorite movie stars! We’ve got a hunch you’ll 




MISSION: IMPOSSIBLE 
AUDIO TAPES 

Your mission, should you choose to accept it, is to play 
these awesome new audio tapes that are filled with 
juicy spy secrets! There’s just one catch—they’re going 
to self-destruct! As always, if you accidentally blow up 
your Dad’s stereo, our secretary will disavow any 
knowledge of your actions! 



The BIRDCAGE 

EVENING WEAR 


This sharp new line of evening wear, inspired by the movie 
“The Birdcage”, is just the thing for all you cross-dressers 
who are tired of raiding your wives’ closets for lingerie that 
just doesn’t fit! Sorry, ladies—these beautiful dresses, lace 
bras and high-heeled shoes come in men’s sizes only! 

This daring new line will bring out the woman in any man! 

- Still available: Robin 

Williams’ dresses from 
\ “Mrs. Doubtfire”, 
x including 

extra-tight 





INDEPENDENCE DAY MAP TO 
DESTROYED U.S. LANDMARKS 

The aliens may be gone, but before they left, they trashed 
some beloved American landmarks! This handy map will 
help you sift through the rubble and find out where your 
favorite tourist site is! The Lincoln Memorial, the 
Washington Monument, the White House and more—they’re 
^ . all here, and they’ve all been crushed to 

^\ * • ' pieces! Our declaration is that you’ll love it! 












The biggest money-maker of the year was a movie about 
a good-natured simpleton, 

FORREST GUMP 


My mother told me life is like a box of 
chocolates, you never know what you're 
gonna get. I ate a box of Exlax and I 
know what I gotta get. I gotta get to the 

outhouse. 




Young man, 
r ask not what 
you can do 
I for your 
president, 
ask what 
your presi¬ 
dent can do 
for you. It's 
the first door 
on. the left. 










m 
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Ihis movie was followed by another smash hit featuring a 
couple of borderline retards who made Forrest seem like Einstein. 

DUMB AND DUMBER 


Lloyd, help, I’m stuck to 
the seat! 


I No, my tongue. I always 
clean the seat in a public 
i toilet before I sit down. 


«SJ| 


l m 






It s not that. It s Valentine s 
Day and I forgot to get my 
girl a present 


No problem, give her this heart | 
This gentl eman doesn't need it 
anymore, f 













































































































COURT TV 































THE RUMOR! What a vicious thing it can be! How it can 
start over a little nothing and build up into monstrous 
proportions! Some even claim the War of 1812 really 
started because somebody threw their garbage into some¬ 
body else’s pail! Come along with CRACKED as we see 
exactly. . . . 



RUMOR 






























Ready, 

Captain 

Streptonsky! 


Bronsky! 


There you are, 
Bronsky.you bad 
little dog, you! 


Didn't I tell 
you that you might 
get into trouble? .. 
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SWISSCHEESE, A VILLA IN SWITZERLAND. 


I The place is about to 
blow! Ditch the broad 
and split. 


No, this isn't a commercial for a wash und 
wear tuxedo. Vy am I scuba divine in a 
frozen lake? Veil, Chames Bond did it, so 
vy not me? 


Cuten tag, my name is Harried Tasskisser. 

I'm a computer salesman. Der reason I 
haff such big muscles is dot dese suitcases 
I shlep around are filled with heavy 
computers. I lead a typical boring, middle 
class life mit my boring vife und daughter 
Well, dot's what everybody thinks. 


a* 


Actually, I lead a double-life. I'm a super-spy for a 
top-secret anti-terrorist unit, Oregano Farce. I'm a 
~] black belt und I speak 10 languages. 
Unfortunately, nobody can understand what I'm 
saying in any of them. 

True 





















I'm already inside, and I chust asked a 
beautiful girl, who iss obviously a terrorist, 
to dance. Look in the manual und tell me 
how to do the tango. 


Worse. He crashed 


the party without an 
invitation! 


assassinate 

somebody? 


Shake a leg, Harried! We have to get 
you home in time for dinner, or your 
wife will be suspicious. 
















I’d better get out of here 
before I get flushed down the 
toilet. I'll steal a motorcycle 
and m ake my getaway ^ 


NEXT DAY. WASHINGTON, D.C. 


You want them to 


follow you on foot 
so you can 
surprise them? 


I didn't think this hotel allowed horses. 


Hey, what’s wrong, 
man? Don't worry, 
we’ll get that 
terrorist as soon as 
his bike runs out of 
gas. 


Iss no choke, und 
neither vas dot. This 
morning she combed 
her hair and put on 
makeup for the first 
time in years. 


Women, you can t 


Just a bomb. 
There hasn’t 
been one 
explosion on this 
page. 


live with 'em, and 
you can’t kill ’em 
unless you're a 

former football star 

Man, what was 

that? 


Then what’s 
she doing in 
that car with a 
strange guy? 



Who’s 

the 

caterer? 

Hahaha! 

It’s not dot. 
My vife is 
having an 

affair. 


Mr 

ii..c 


No. 1 hafta go to der chon. Dose § 

UK 4 
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steroids raise hell mit my kidneys, r 
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According to 
the computer 
the guy's a 
used car 
salesman. 


Harried, you can't 
pull agents off a 
terrorist caper just 
because your ol' lady 
is hitting the sack 
with some dude. 


What 

makes 


trailing us, and the 
choppers and those 
guys in trench-coats. 


Dis is an 

emergency. I 
vant that car 
under full 
surveillance. This 
is Priority One. 


I don’t care 
about dot. 
He’s the guy 
who sold me 
this lemon. 


Don’t worry, we’re 
headed for a safe 
house. 


HALLLP! I 

thought you 
said this was a 
safe house? I'd 
be safer in 
Koresh’s Waco 
compound! 


I need your help! There’s a Ford Pinto in 
the lot...ooops, sorry. I was talking in code. 

There’s a double-agent in my outfit and 
you're the only one I can trust. I want you 
to be my wife, just act like we’re married. 


Okay."Not tonight, 
honey, I have a 
headache." 


Okay, move in 


Harried, do you know 
how much your wife's 
affair is costing the 

taxpayer? 


Almost as 
much as 
dis movie. 


before he puts 
a move on my 
vife. 


It s strange. You're 
a spy pretending to 
be a salesman, and 
he was a salesman 
making believe he 
was a spy. That’s 
almost as original as 
the plot in Last 
Action Hero. 


Honest Barry's Used Cars. I’m 
not a spy. I just use that as a 
gimmick to pick up girls. I kept 
striking out with the "What's your 
sign?" line. I’m a used car 
salesman and have I got a deal 
for you. I have a Pinto owned by 
an old maid. 


mention 


I did it for all 
the people 
who bought 
lemons from 
a used car 


What 

terrorist 


my voice 
so I can 
finally be 
































































I wasn't sleeping 
with him. It's just 
that life is so 
boring being 
married to a 
salesman. 


You have 
no choice. 
Work for 
us or go 
to jail. 


ng a spy sure beats 
taking dictation. 


Who knows? I 
always fall 
asleep when 
we make love. 
In fact, your 
voice has the 
same effect on 
me. 

YAWWWN. 


Sounds 
great, when 
do I start? 


Go to the Marquis 
Hotel. You'll dress like 
a hooker. Go to room 
1313, take off your 
clothes and do a sexy 
dance in your 


A SECRET TERRORIST HIDEOUT SOMEWHERE IN TEHRAN...OR MAYBE 
IT'S JERSEY CITY? HEY, IT'S A SECRET, RIGHT? 


Veil, dis is the end 
of the domestic 
comedy sequence. 
Now we return to 
the exciting terrorist 


going on? 


Dkay, dot's a Soviet 
M6 nuclear device 
with a plutonium 
trigger. 


clowning or we’ll 
kill your wife. 


Hmm, a refill for a 
ball point pen? No, I 
haff it, a supersized 
suppository. 


Heller, grab a gun, 
und let’s get out of 


Who cares about 
that? You're out 
doing all kinds of 
fun things, like 
jetting shot at, anc 
blowing stuff up, 
while I sit home 
watching soaps. 


Cheez. I hope we’re more accurate with the 
bomb than we are with guns, or we're liable 
to nuke Mecca. 


For arming their 
atomic bomb 
that will kill 
thousands of 
innocent 
civilians? 
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They still have my vife. 
They're going to blow-up 
some of our major cities 
unless we meet their 

demands. 


They demand that all taxi 
driver’s tests in the U.S. be 
given in Arabic, and that 
New Jersey be declared a 
Palestinian state. 


We have fired thousands of rounds and we haven't hit 
anybody. She drops a gun down steps and wipes out half 
of my organization! From now on, instead of target 
practice, we will practice dropping guns down the stairs. 


What do 
they 
want? 


KEY WEST, FLORIDA. 


No, blow up the bridge! Ve 
can kill more people that 
vey. The terrorist cars will 
fall into the water, and so 
will lots of civilian cars. 


Should we 

take-out 

their 

vehicles? 


I don't care about the 'fridge, call a repairman! 
Get me out of here! The driver's dead and this car 
is out of control! 


Not the fritch, the britch!! 
Give me that voice 
scrambler. 


NOW HEAR THIS! THE BRIDGE IS OUT! 


Grab my hand, dot's it, now relax. Oh 
yeah. Tne terrorists have our daughter 
but don’t vurry, I'll borrow a Navy jet 
and rescue her. 


I did, but all the 
locksmiths in Miami 
speak Spanish. Give 
me the key or I'll 


key! We 
need it to 
launch the 
bombs! 


You want a 
key? Call a 
locksmith! 




























saw 


There's nothing to be scared of. I'll hold the plane steady and 
you jump in. Daddy will catch you. Think of it as bungee¬ 
jumping mitout a bungee-cord. 


Gotcha honey! 


Don't vurry, you're pointed toward 
Disney Vurld. Say hello to Mickey. 


Where the hell were you, creep!! I threw all your 
clothes in the swimming pool! You’ll hear from my 
lawyers! I want a divorce! I'M TIRED OF TAKING 
ABUSE FROM YOU, SCHMUCKU 


Yeah, we destroyed the terrorist's 
organization, the Scarlet Shidhad, 
killed hundreds of people and wiped 
out half of Florida. But that’s all 
child's-play for what I have to face 
next. 


if 







































Whenever Hollywood 
gets a hit on its 
hands, it milks it for 
all it's worth with 
sequels. Or if they 
can't come up with 
something original 
they'll redo a classic. 
As a way to shake 
things up and keep 
audiences guessing, 
we suggest these... 


Creative Casting Ideas 
for Future Hollywood 
Remakes and Sequels 


ARTIST & WRITER: GUNNAR JOHNSON 



Jim Carrey in the remake of Goldie Hawn in Mrs. Rambo Clint Eastwood in 

Gandhi called Gandhi: Home Alone III: Lost on Some 

Peace Detective Bridge in Madison County 



Rodney Dangerfield in r . ..— 

Malcom X: Disrespected Katharine Hepburn in Rocky's Mom 














Arnold Schwarzenegger in 

The Ten Commandments II 
Hasta La Vista, Pharaoh! 


Madonna and the logo that used 


to be Prince in the remake of 


Mary Poppins entitled 



Mary's Poppin 


Fred Rogers in Pulp Fiction II: 


Steven Seagal in The Little Rascals II: Under Sludge Can You Spell "Violence?’' 









Jerry Lewis in Silence of the Lambs II 
The Nutty Cannibal 


Richard Simmons in 

Friday the 13th 
Part IX: Bleeding 
to the Oldies 


Bill Clinton and Newt Gingrich in 

Even Dumber and Dumberer 






Let's face it, the problem with soccer is it’s kickball without the bases. And in the past the only 
interaction we’ve had with the countries who play it has been when we’ve bombed them. For soccer 
to take off here we have to “Americanize” it. That is, make it fun to watch. So, here are the... 




WRITER: ROB WESKE 
ARTIST: JOHN SEVERIN 






..creating the first interactive sport. 
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The Sprinkler Rule 


Proper field maintenance is important for keeping the game running 
smoothly. Keeping the fans awake during the game is also important. Why not 
combine the two? High-powered sprinkler systems with submerged valves 
would be placed in different sections of the playing field. These valves would 
be wired to control buttons in every seat in the stadium. (See Below) 



The scoreboard will inform the 
fans when it’s “Sprinkler Time”.. 


Free Kick Rule 


...adding a new obstacle to the 
players’ efforts to score. 


After the field is saturated, mud 
and (hopefully) sinkholes may 
develop, causing fan-pleasing 
injuries, perhaps even drownings 
from especially deep divots. 



When a team is penalized, the 
official may call a “Free Kick”... 


...allowing the penalized team to 
choose anyone in the stadium... 


...who they can then kick the hell out of. 

















The Monster Truck Rule 


One reason that soccer has been unable to grasp a firm hold in America is 
that it is physically impossible for most Americans to play. Please refer to the 
medical diagram below: 




































AWAY 


HOME 


The Hot Potato Rule 


By wiring the ball with an explosive device soccer, a 
game of timing precision passing and teamwork will 
become a game of keep-away i.e. keep the ball as far 
away from you as possible 


The game ball Can explode at any 
time during the match there is no 
predicting when, or with whom. Fans 
will be on the edge of their seats as 
well as players because every kick 
could be then last 


Fans in the stadium can play “Hot Potato 
Lottery." They choose the player that they 
believe will last receive the fatal ball If that 
player blows up play is stopped as the 
lottery winnei comes to the field to claim 
their prize 


Scoring Rules 


Americans like to see high scoring games 
so soccer must be revamped to increase 
the scores 


Implement a ten second shot clock. All 
players, no matter where they are on the 
field of play, have ten seconds to shoot on 
goal. 


A goal scored in soccer was previously only worth 
one. a boring way to win anything Each goal will 
now be worth 800 points making the game seem 
more exciting. 
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Cut on Dotted Lines 
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HERE 


Cut on Dotted Lines 
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Just Do It 





HARRY POTTER — Star Seeker For The Gryffindor Quidditch Team 







Cut on Dotted Lines 


F0LD Cut on Dotted Lines 
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NEW MR I1LE8 


Greetings sports fans! Football 
season is almost over, yet most of us 
still haven’t figured out all those rule 
changes made this year. Following 
is a brief guide to help you make 
it through the playoffs. 

Written by Lance Contruccl Drawn by Bruce Bolinger 


THE GOALIE RULE 

In an effort to make the extra point 
and field goals more interesting, a 
goalie will be permitted to stand on 
the crossbar to block the football. 


6000 fine w . 
| Art 0-3*. MAOE-FOR'TV 





THE ORIGINAL 
UNIFORM RULE 

Since the anniversary 
uniforms proved such a 
success, from now on 
players won't just wear 
the replicas, but the 
actual original jerseys, 
such as this Green 
Bay uniform from 1917. 




THE WEEBLE WULE 

Any offensive lineman 
who, while standing, can 
look down and see his 
feet, is ineligible to play. 





THE DESIGNATED 
HITTER RULE 

Just as baseball has a 
designated hitter for 
offensive spunk, 
football will have a 
defensive hitter, who 
is allowed to hit any 
member of the opposing 
team without being 
penalized. 





















THE 50 

YARD LINE RULE 

As all these new rules 
are intended to make 
the game more inter¬ 
esting for the fans, the 
most important new 
rule is that every fan 
must be allowed to sit 
on the 50 yard line. 


THEN 

This w 
nterest 


i'&m 
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THE CALVIN KLEIN 
RULE 

Quarterbacks can wear 
dresses. For the last 
several years, the league 
has been instituting rules 
to protect the quarterback. 
Now the quarterback will 
not only be treated like a 
lady, he'll look like one, too. 
Players are strictly forbid¬ 
den to touch, feel or chase 
the quarterback when he's 
wearing a dress. 


THE MANDATORY 
M HI, MOM" RULE 


All players must say 
hello to their mother 
and, in general, act 
like buffoons in front of 
the sideline cameras. 
















Deep in his underground laboratories beneath the London offices of 
the British Secret Service, Q , mega-genius thingamajig designer 
(and inventor of cherry-flavored Skittles), has devised a whole 
slew of new villain-foiling gadgets that will be used solely and 


exclusively by one man: renowned superspy James Bond, Agent 007. We 
present for the first time anywhere... 



WRITER: BARRY ZEGER ARTIST: PETE FITZGERALD 
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Gaffes 


Who's got the time for shaking and 
not stirring when the world is in 
danger and time ie of the essence? 
Now 007 can enjoy bis favorite 
libation anytime, anywhere I 


Wi 


-0 




Just hook it up to the villain's TV 
set, leave a couple of game car¬ 
tridges for him to choose from, and 
let the "/Combat” begin. It'll be a 
bloodbath, for sure1 


P 
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M 




What do you call a cereal that combines 50,000 
times the USDA minimum daily requirement of fiber 
with high caliber, armor-piercing ammo-and a hint 

of honey and brown sugar? 

One helluva lethal 
weapon ..• that 
tastes greatI 






mm 


Armed with 2” thick impenetrable steel plating, every kinda 
firearm you can possibly imagine, a mini-fridge for cold 
brewskis and a bitchin ' CD/cassette/AM-FM stereo system that 
cranks. Go, dude, gol 


Chasing murderous megalomaniacs across the 
desert and don't have time for a shower? No 
problem-o for Hr. Bondi The tux-ectodem 
absorbs oil, dirt, grease, grime and any pos¬ 
sible pit, breath, crotch or body funk that 
can be humanly manufactured, leaving 007 spring 
time fresh all day (and night—heh hebl) long. 

















Taking a hint from 
his old pal Oddjob, 
007's hype new head- 
gear can let him 
chill with the homies 
and fly some sinister 
skull, too! v 






"What's this in your bag, Mr. Bond? 
A teddy bear? Oh, how cute! How 
precious! How—AAAAAAHHH! " 


k 


r. 


007's snot becomes a deceivingly per¬ 
ilous projectile with these explosive 
little babies surreptitiously tucked 
into his nostrils. Ah-ah-ah-choo! And 
48 down go two more thugs! 
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And if nobody takes the new 007 
seriously, this little number will 
earn him instant respect- 
guaranteed . 
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WRITER; RICKY SPRAGUE ARTIST: BRIAN BUNIAK 





THE ROCKET THAT SHOOTS 
OUT OF YOUR POCKET! 


Players stick their hands in Hungry Joe's mouth! If his 
jaws snap shut, they lose! (Their hands!) 


Tetherball Hat 


Now play 
tetherball 
alone or 
with Mends 
anytime 
you want! 


know—we found it 
near the meat 
processing plant! 


mmt r mmm 


Impress your Astound the Get to know those swell 
friends! ladies! folks at the burn unit! 








WOLVERINE CLAWS 


(AWESOME') .v /OUTTAMY^ 
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TORTURANTUlAS 

(Bathroom- Denying Teachers) 


THE Cl 
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GUlZZl KAZZIS 

(Surprise- Test flmhushers) 


ji—-uj ^ 

CHi 


WRITER & ARTIST: MIKE RJCIGUANO 
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PRONOSAURS 

(cma-inducing teachers) 



IwSltwt cough. 
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DSTENTiODONTS 

(Punishment- Oriented Teachers) 
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CHALK LAPYTES 

(Blackboard-intensive Professors) 


am 


FIBPHIBIANS 

(excuse -accepting teachers) 
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CONFlSCATOSAURS 

(Not)-Textbook-Removing Teachers) 
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EXCHANGASAURUS SEX 

(Good Grade Blackmailers) 
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JOCKODILtS 

(phys.ed teachers^) 



600 FOPFIDONTS 

(suhstifvfe teacher*) 


JED TEACHERS 

mg professors) 
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DISTRACT0PONS 

(concentration-wllify/hg teacher)) 
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FlELDtRiPPODS 

(Class-experience Intensive Teachers) 
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(Gwa- Deny irig Professors) 
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With Cracked’s special guest star, Roseanne Barf as Mirandy, the 
stripper with the heart of gold. 


WRITER: LOU SIIVERSTONE ARTIST: WALTER BROGAN 


Once upon a time in Merry Olde England 


It has to look like an accident. 
Tomorrow, when we pose for the royal 
portrait, make sure the Queen is 
standing on a live wire and turn 
on the sprinkler. 


I love this intrigue, just 
like the Tower of 
London days! 


I’ll be too 
old to enjoy 
it. What say 
we help 
nature along? 


You mean, knock 
the old girl off? I 
say, that's a 
smashing idea. 
You know. Jack 
the Ripper was 
me great-uncle. 


Alright, your highnesses, 
everyone say CHEESE! 


The Queen is dead! Long 
live... the King is dead! 
GOOD LORD, the entire 
royal family is dead! 


Look at the bright side, sir, the Globe 
will pay a fortune for this picture. 


I knew you’d screw 
it up, you twit. 
YAHHHHHH...! 
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And don’t forget the 
tabloid press; without a 
Royal Family, they’ll 
have nothing to 
write about. 


Sir, I have good news and bad 
news. The good news is. we have 
found a true heir to the throne. 


Your Worships, a survivor of 
the Throne must be found! 
England, and indeed, the 
entire civilized world, 
demands that we have a King. 


In one of the colonies, Las Vegas, Nevada 


You’re fired, I can’t 
afford to keep buying 


Smashing. 

Your 

Majesty! 


I’ll now sit on the 
piano and play a song 
with my feet. 


I didn’t know he 
made a record. 


I’m gonna sing 
a medley of my 
hit records. 


Probably long 
ago, when he was 
skinny enough to 
fit into a record- 
yourself booth. 


You are blood heir to the throne! It seems King 
Henry the VUl had a dalliance with your multi¬ 
great-grandmother, circa 1538 A.D. Your 
resemblance is indisputable! 


We represent the British 
Empire. We’re pleased to 
inform you that you are... th 
KING OF ENGLAND! 


ALLL 

RIGHHHTTTT! 
I’m gonna play 
the Palace!! 


What’s the punchline? Do I 
pull a sword out of a stone? 
Forget it. I got a bad back. 


And 

the 

He’s an 
American. 

GOD 

SAVE 

THE 

UNITED 

bad? j- 


KINGDOM! 







































No offense, Windy, 
bui 1 prefer a dame. 
You know, so she can 
sit on my lap? 


Remember, you’re a leader of men. Walk 
with a firm, confident step, head held high! 


What lap? I'm not 
that kind of 
secretary'. My duty 
is to instruct you to 
act like a King. 


OOOFF! 




Not since Patrick 


I advocate we abolish his title 
to the throne and crown the 
true heirs, the Greeds, 
making me King. 

Heh. Heh, Heh. 


TREASON 


pubs must serve beer ice cold! 



v' ; : 






H 


i| 

if: 






















mm 

rife 

Ipg 


Yaccchhk, put it back on! 


WOW-EEEE! She’s fantastic!! 


Here she is, Randy 
Mirandv. the gal with the 
Heart of Gold! 


BOO!! 


Get outta here; 
you’re not the 


Hey, 1 really dug 
your performance 


I'm the King, I can 
go anywhere. 


Your Majesty, you 
shouldn’t be in a 
place like this. 


Didn’t you 
ever hear of 
product 
tie-ins? 


Aha! The King and his 
stripper! This will get that fat 
slob off the throne! Hopefully, 
the lens is wide enough so I 
can get them in the 
same frame. 


Where else, the 
British Museum 
has lost its charm! 






































I suppose you've never 
seen a baseball game. 


Your majesty, one doesn’t 
spit and scratch one's 
privates in public. 


No 

problem 


Yo, Bro\ what’s shakin’? Gimme five, man. Home, we’re gonna do a 
little spear-chucking, then chow. Tried to get the chef to fricassee a 
missionary, but they’re out of season. HAha. So, you’ll have to 
settle for soul food. 


Now, I dub thee Knight of the Square Table. Oops, 
sorry about that! Hey, lucky it was an ear, 

I mean, you got a spare. 




His Majesty is 


What did you 
do, place a 
letter in the 
Personals 
column? 
“Jolly King 
likes beer 
and bowling. 
Seeks female 
sovereign 
with similar 
interests.” 


Do you 
enjoy 
fox 

hunting? 


Yeah, but I usually 
end up with a dog, 
know what I mean? 
BURP. 


definitely related to 
Henry the VIII; he 
wields a wicked 
mutton chop! 


Trade agreement? We're fortunate he didn't 
declare war on us. We re having another royal 
guest, the King of Finnicky. You’ll meet your 
future queen; it was prearranged. 



___ 

1. 


The King of Zamboozia is arriving this 

1 


afternoon. We're seeking a trade 



agreement with his country, so please 



treat him with decorum. 
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That's his 
future 
bride. 
Froggy of 
Finnicky. 


No offense. Princess, I’m 
not marry in' a girl with a 
deeper voice than mine. 
Besides. I’m gonna 
marry Mirandy. 


What are 
your 
hobbies? 


Good, you‘11 
have to 
abdicate and 
I’ll be King! 


I sing 
baritone 
in the 
Royal 
Choir. 


I’m the King, and I'm gonna 
marry Randy. Do I hear any 
objections? 


I mean, dude, you're about to lose your 
head. Take the traitor to the Tower! Hey. I'm 
speed-readin' my British history. In the good 
old days, when England was a power, kings 
were real men. not wimps! 


You can't be 
King. You’ll 
have no place 
to wear the 
Crown. 


What 
do you 
mean? 


We survived the Spanish Armada, Napolean at 
Waterloo, the London blitz. But can we endure these 
two? Will there always be an England... ? 


Good golly. Miss Molly, 
The Empire is jolly, 
by golly... 































EXPRESSION 


WAITRESS 


ACTRESS 


PLUMBER 


WHEN SOMEONE 
DIES 


He stopped looking 
for an agent. 


He ruined my average 


He’s just another 
strand in God’s hairball 


HAVING SEX 


They’re busy casting. 


They’re playing patient. 


Making the beast 
with four buns. 


He's playing plunger. 


HUNGER 


My stomach feels emptier 
than Kim Basinger's smile. 


I'm hungrier than 
an honest lawyer. 


I’m so hungry I could 
eat the meatloaf. 


My stomach’s emptier 
than Michael Jordan's 
bathtub drain. 


WHEN SOMEONE'S 
CRAZY 


He thinks his breadstick's 
an Oscar. 


He's dipping his eggs 
in the toast. 


He's loopier than 
a Matzatlan parasite! 


He's steering his septic 
tank up a tree. 


HOT BABE/STUD 


She's cute as a 
pinky’s fracture. 


She's one long, 
unobstructed drink 
of water. 


BUZZ OFF 


Tell it to the Academy. 


Go tell it to the nurse 


Stick it in your spinach. 


Yes, Draino Braino? 


GOOD LUCK 


May all your fans 
be unarmed. 


May all your roaches 
look like raisins. 


Set a leg! Also. May all 
your malpractice suits die. 





































ASTRONAUT 


PRINCIPAL 


FISHERMAN 


LAWYER 



He chased his 


own ambulance 


May you reel in 
the Titanic. 


He’s taking a space walk 
without a cord. 


They have ignition. 


I could eat a Tang sandwich. 


He don't know 
which way’s down. 


I wouldn't throw her out 
of the capsule for eating 
crackers in the cockpit. 


Who taught you how to 
command an airship 
—Captain Kirk? 


Here's mud in your nose-cone! 


He’s excused from gym. 


He’s her new eraser boy. 


I’m so hungry, I could 
eat the cafeteria food. 


They’re going over 
the body of material. 


I’m so hungry I’d pay 
for my own lunch. 


Who gives a soggy spitball? | | You and which 

Senate ethics subcommittee? 


May your children attend May your bank account bulge 
another school. like your briefcase! 


He ate the bait 


They’ve gone upstream 


At this point, I could 
eat a caviar omelette. 


You and what catfish? 


He can’t color in the lines. | | The bills keep coming, but | | Time to throw him back in. 

no one answers the page. 


She’s more fun to 
discipline than Bart. 


She can hang my jury anytime. She makes my worm wiggle 
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THE BEGINNER’S GUIDE TO 



















VENUE 3 IS OUT OF THE 


LESSON 2 


SELECTING YOUR GAME VENUE 


Venue 1 is an excellent street. 
Note that there's little traffic 
and the road is newly paved. 


Avoid sites like Venue 2, 
which is in the process of 
being paved. 


QUESTION!! 

10OWUNG-J 
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LESSON 5 


BEATING YOUR MAN TO THE BALL 


CONTROLLING THE PUCK 


STEP 1 

When taping your stick, 
tape it sticky side out. 


STEP 2 

The goo will adhere the puck to 
the stick for the entire game* 


way down street. 


I LESSON 6 
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ROLLER HOCKEY PENALTIES 


Training wheels on inline 
skates 

- 2 MINUTES - 


Delaying game by flagging down 
neighborhood ice cream truck 
- 2 MINUTES - 


Keeping score by scratching it 
into a parked car’s new paint job 
- 2 MINUTES - 


Crossing the stffffW 
non-crossing signal 
-10 MINUTES - 


Using the neighbor’s dentures 
as a puck 
- 6 MINUTES - 


Low Sticking 
4 MINUTES • 


Removing an inline skate 
on a hot day near anyone’s nostrils 
-15 MINUTES MISCONDUCT - 


Failure to tie the dog up 
before the game 
-10 MINUTES - 


Too many teeth 
on the pavement 
-10 MINUTES - 
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CELEBRATING A GOAL 4 




















The public is split over the necessity for prayer in school. To rid our society of 
such a divisive issue we decided to get to the root of the problem. So we sug¬ 
gested doing away with schools. When that idea was rejected, we got to work 

^ SCHOOL PRAYERS 

E VEDYRODY CAN UcSE 


Written by John "Pass the communion wine" Fahs Drawn by Reverend Bruce Bolinger 


She Jocfe'fi fraper: 

Sear Xorb, please git teem 2 
BHtn in games this season. 

Is onlp mp chance to p to colebp. 

3s onlp tfwnte not to toorfc in factor?. 
Mv onlp hope of git girltrienb. ~ Smen. 


draper for 3nner-tit? School Stubent: 

Sear lorb, please teU that tram SBapne 
So pa? me the $7,000 he otoes me 
©r else 3'U bloto him atoap toctfj the Sefe-9 
3 J»be stasbeb in rap lunch box. - amen. 




S&lfM 


draper for leathers: 

Sear lorb, please bon’t let me 
@o berserh in class anb hill one of 
iflp stubents eben though most of 
Shem beserbe it 

3 hope pou can ftnb it in pour heart 
So punish each anb eberp one of them 
3n pour obm special toa? for me. - Smen. 


She .french Seather' S Srapen 

Sear lorb, please shorn me the map 
So continue matting up conbtamg, 
jForetp-sounbmg toorbs 
So the stubents tmll tuber fenoto 
3 habe no clue tohat f'm saping up here. - Stnen. 
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T£B££ AI ? ' 

WISH SCMOOU 


Hi 


flraper for Substitute Heathers: 

Sear (Sob. please bebelop a neto strain erf flu 
So 3 can get lots of toork tfjis tointet 
9nb pap all mp bills— 

Put please Jesus, bon't make flit flu eptbrmit 
i>it anp inner-citp schools, just make flit teachers sick 
Hhat toork in the suburbs, 

®ffijtre rfle stubents toill be toeU bebabeb anb 
3 tan reab m? netospaper in peace anb jop. -- 9men. 


■AS 


Ctje ©pm Heather's draper: 

©ur ^eabettlp jfatfjer, 3 beseech ttjee, 

©tbe me lots of fat kibs in mp next class to torture. 
JSlake tfje bobge balls colb anb barb, 

H|jc better to raise toelts. 
let m? tobistle bloto eben more sbriU? anb loublp. 
9nb, lorb, most of all, gibe me gpm Sborts 
H?Wt fit mp toibe butt better. - 9meit 


faraper for School Cafeteria Workers: 

©b i^eabenlp jTatfler, please bon't let 
Hbe $oarb of health finb out 3 accibentallp put tbjo 
11 jl ©allows of msectiribe into flje Salisburp steak ' grabp' 
I Sp accibent. 9nb <Sob, please finb it in pour heart 
Ho forgibe me for ttje sin of 'retptling' tbe uneaten 
i Jfoob off of tbe Stubents' traps -- 
3'm onlp boutg mp job, 

9tib lorb knotos 3 neeb tbe papebetk. -- 9men. 


iis m 

feW PRlHOPAU - 



draper for JJrintipalS: 

JBear lorb, please bon't let tbe stubents anb 
Heathers biscober that 3 bo no real toork 
9nb contribute nothing to the school. 

9lso, if pou coulb gibe me another pap raise, 
3 tooulb appreciate it 
3f pou bon’t 3' U be forceb to pick out 
9 bojen innocent stubents at ranbom 
9nb suspenb them, leaking a blemish on ttjeir 
Permanent ftetorb. -- 9men. 
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GETS THE 


TREATMENT 


WRITER: ROB WESKE 
ARTIST: DON OREHEK 


rou n, (he 


especially with hkfn^"' " 

w ' v «'heads er ^ODL 
these ajj. 
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And don’t miss 
this series of 
collector's 
cups at 
McDonald's! 


Walt Disney presents 


|yJSWAlD ; 

MASIC BULLET 


Fun for the whole family! Come and laugh at 
the bumbling and zany misadventures of ... 


Starring the 
voices of: 

Robin Williams 

as Oswald 

Jodie Foster 

as The Ballet 

Gilbert Gottfried 

as The Grassy Knoll 


...somehow let 
his pistol fire 
while aimed at 
Indian women 
and children,... 


...accidentally 
burn down 
several villages 
of peaceful 
Indian tribes,... 


He had only 3 shots at glory... 
but she would make sure that he would be 
talked about for years to come! 


...and finally screw up 
royally at Little Big Horn! 












as the Panicky 
Village Doctor 


Ifia® ©l/to) 'kn^Fpyi 

as Himself 


He was just hoping for the chance to measure up to his big brother. Little did he know he'd get his moment to 
shine! It's W.W.II, 1945... time for the oddest couple of all to blow you away!!! 


FAT MAN 

•AND* 

BOY 


INTRODUCING 


CRAZY UNCLE 
ALBERT 


THE EVIL TO JO! 








Ye Olde Transport Catalogue 

Palanquins and Carriages for 

1595ad by Terry Colon, esq. 



Ye Volvo Palanquin (belowe) cometh 
equipped with standard 3 foote 
round fenders and is manned by a 
pair of fierce Nordic berserkers that 
provideth both safety and anti-theft 
deterrence. Our pryce: £10/6/3 




by Terry Colon, esq. 


Chihuahua Custom low 
rider palanquin (left) 
with rare dwarfen Aztec 
motive power. Detail 
showeth mudd flaps (A) 
and curb feelers (B). 
Saveth mucho at 8 mil¬ 
lion pesos 



n 



■ 

r 

M 



ill m 

/ '' 4% I* .. . 'k 


111 


Japanese subcompact Palanquinsan (above) 
“Hark, it geteth great mileage, verily it runneth on 
rice!” Twyce the bargain at half the pryce: Four 
and sixty Yen 

Cutaway view of the “Poor Man’s Palanquin” 
(left) showething connecting rods (A) that animate 
mannequins mounted to carrying handles that 
giveth thou the look of royalty on a pauper’s 
wages. Paye only £12/5/3 % 















































n 

m 



1 

ini 




What father would not loveth to own this 
Dominator Series “family” wagon? He’ll 
quickly agree it doth be great to liveth in these 
oh-so-modeme patriarchal tymes. 
tf&Ellfo Our low prvcc: £15/10/5 2 Vm 




Bavarian Palanquin Works V-8 
Special, (belowe left) Never 
mind horsepower, this coach 
puteth the muscle 


Teutonic hunks to 
work for thou. 
Pryce: 600 Reichs 
marks. Firm! 






Ye Monster Palanquin (above) provideth gen¬ 
erous ground clearance to cabin floor as well as 
giveth ample “jewelry clearance” for the hired 
help. Verily a bargain at £8/5/3/7/277 


c < 
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COLOUR CHART 


Cutaway view of Fleetwoode 
DeLuxe Limoquin doth showeth 
available options. (A) coil spring 
suspension. (B) cellular semaphore. 
(C) stereo. (D) spare. (E) rear skirts. 







just plain 
yellow 


speckle 

tone 




lily white 


high 

yellow 


mean joe 
green 


copper- deepest darkest freckle 

tone tan African black tone 




Hear ye, we 
can custom 
match any 
pin striping/ 
tattoo com¬ 
binations, 
including 
scrollwork. 




white 
walls be 
they 

available 


argyle 
walls be 
they 

available, 

too 

























































BBSs 


fm 



But soft! Witness thou 
the vanguarde of modeme 
technology with this envi¬ 
ronmentally friendly Goat- 
mobile alternative fuels 
vehicle, (left) §4 £8 ¥12 
67 f8 or best. 




m 




Options available for horse-drawn carriages includeth the following: (A) emergency 
brake. (B) air conditioning. (C) cruise control. (D) water cooling system. (E) 4-hoof- 
dryve traction control system. (F) fuel injection. (G) pollution control. 



















Suppose when you woke up every morning it was the same holiday? If it was Xmas it would be 
cool, you’d get presents and there’d be no school. But suppose it were a stupid, boring holiday like 
GROUNDHOG DAY? Well, some dude in Hollywood thought this would be a funny idea for a movie. 



After seeing this film we left the theater in a 
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Rise and shine, it’s GROUNDHOG 
DAY ! Yessiree boh, by golly, it's 
mighty cold out there. I hope-of 
Punxsutawney Pill has the flap on his 
long joints buttoned up, or he’ll have a 
bad case of chapped buns. 


Why does a super-talent like 
me have to come to this 
depressing hick town and 
watch some buck-toothed rat 
look for his shadow? Why not 
AI Roker or Willard Scott? 


It looks 
like a 
nice 
day. 


Geez. that’s 
the last time 
I try to make 

small talk 

with a 

weatherman. 


That depends; according to the satellite 
photo, they expect torrential rains in the 
Pacific northwest, mud slides in L.A.. and 
after-shocks in San Francisco; also we're 
tracking a hurricane in Florida and a 
twister in Georgia. In Punxsutawney, we 
can expect clear, warm weather, with a 
1.563% chance of precipitation. 


Pill, remember me? 
Nod Needlenose: we 
went to high school 
together. \bu used to 
give me wedgies in 
gym class. 


I’d bite you, alright, 
you old bum. but I’m 
afraid I’d get rabies. 


Actually. I want your 
autograph on this 
insurance policy. It has a 
special dismemberment 
clause—if you lose one eye, 
both arms and/or both legs, 
we’ll replace them with 


Can you help 
me, mister? I 
haven’t had a 
bite in three 


Ha-ha! What a knee-slapper! 
I’d bite you but I’m afraid I’d 
get rabies! Hey, it’s you. Pill! 


Nod?1 suppose you 
want my 

autograph. 1 can let 
you have an 8 x 10 
glossy, personally 
inscribed, for just 
15 bucks. 



















Groundhog Daze 



Writer: Lou Siiverstone Artist: Wait Brogan 


cheering the 
groundhog, 
Punxsutawncy 


my name 


They don't 
care about 
you, they want 
to know if the 
groundhog 
saw its 
shadow. 






















600 


What's the 
problem, 
Renfro? 


Some choice. 


There won't be a 
blizzard. My forecast 
is fair weather with 
moderate 
temperatures. 


You can go back to 
Punxsutawney or 
stand here and 

freeze to death. 


There’s a blizzard 
headed this way; 

were closing the 
road. 


Looks like a nice day. 


Pill, it's me, Nod 
Needlenose! 


Rise and shine, it’s 
Groundhog Day! 


Pita, there’s something r ~ ■■ 
wrong. Would you mind | 
giving me a hard slap? j My 

_J pleasure. 


Thanks, I 
needed 
that. 


Hold it! I'm the publisher, and I'm not 

paying an artist to draw the same scene over 
and over again. Pill wakes up, talks to the old 
lady about the weather, meets the bum, then 
his classmate, goes to the Groundhog 
Festival. Pita slaps him, and then we see him 
visiting a shrink. 


Rise and shine, it's 

Groundhog Day! 

































You haven’t been listening to me; there isn’t 
going to be any tomorrow. How would you 
like it if every day was exactly the same, and 
you were stuck in it for life? 


You're not crazy, 
you're just living a 

typical, boring 
American life. 


I'm stuck in the same day. 

I wouldn't mind if it was in 
Ghostbusters'. I mean, slime is a 

lot funnier than a groundhog. 


Look on the bright side, you 
could have been stuck in The 
Razors Edge'. Time’s up! I'll 
see you tomorrow. 


1 can watch Jeopardy and know. 


all the answers. 


Hey, if there's no tomorrow 1 .1 
can do anything I want—no 
consequences for my actions, 
no hangovers, and I’ll save a 

fortune on dry cleaning. 


Who is Sylvester P. Smythe? 




I can drink and drive. 


You’re under 
arrest for the 
murder of 
Punxsutawney 
Pill! You 
monster, you're 
worse than 
Hannibal 


Hey, that TV guy 

kidnapped 

Punxsutawney 

Pill! 


What did 
you do 
with 

Pill? 


I ate him for lunch. You know 
something? Groundhog tastes 
a lot like chicken. Actually. I 
hate chicken, it gives me 
gas.. .BUUBBBURRRRP! 


I can eat anything 1 want. ^ ^ 

C ^carrknT^iyselfTand^wate 
C up the next morning. ' 

Waitress, I want those cheeseburgers extra-greasy! 
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Rise and shine, it's Groundhog Day! 


You told me 

you'd be 

careful! 


pregnant. 


Even the guys who wrote 
this turkey can't explain 
that, or why I'm 
suddenly going to change 
from a self-centered, 
hedonistic creep into a 
daring, lovable Eagle 
Scout. 


The only thing I haven’t 
figured out is how to get 
you into the sack 


r orget it. we ve got a rO 
rating. If you’re so good at 
figuring things out. could you 
explain why every day is 
Groundhog Day, and 
you’re the only one who seems 


to notice? 


For my next number. I'll 
complete Schubert’s 

Unfinished Symphony'. 


Gosh. I didn’t know you 
could ice-sculpt. 


Just one of the hobbies I've picked up. 




Why are you 
dressed like 
that? 

- 1 

This is my God 


outfit; I'm a God. 

I know everything 
there is to know. 
Fred, our waiter. 

You 1 

promised it 1 
would be j| 


is gay. 

^ re : j| 


— 



Were sorry we dont 
have a jack 


No problem, ladies. I pump a 
little iron in my spare time. 






























I’m afraid there’s no hope. He needs a 
delicate, rarely-performed heart operation, 

and the specialist can’t get here because of 
the snow. 


Now meet the insurance 
agent of the year, our own 
Nod Needlenose! He sold a 
billion dollars worth of 
insurance. 


No problem. I’ll operate. 
Hey, I got a merit badge 
in first aid. 


J couldn’t have done it 
without my buddy 
Pill, here. He bought 
the entire billion. 


know what to 
say! I’m worth 
maybe two-fifty, 
but three 
hundred? I’m 
really flattered. 


I didn’t bid 
for you. I 
bid on 

Punxsu- 

tawney 

Pill. 


man. 


Rise and shine, its Arbor Day 


Stop complaining; this is the sequel. 

We figure the same idiots who 
shelled out the big bucks to watch a 

dumb film about Groundhog Day 
would do the same for an even more 
boring holiday. There’s Boxing 
Day, April Fool’s Day, President’s 
Day... 


Oh no, now I'm 
stuck in another 
stupid holiday. 


And now, the annual 
bachelor charity 
auction. Okay, ladies, 
how much am 1 bid 
for these studs? 

[ I’ll bid a 
* hundred 
for Pill. 


Three 

hmdred! 

Sold for three 
hundred! 

- y , ----— 
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12 DYSFUNCTIONAL TOTS mr DYSFUNCTIONAL KIDS 
























□ 3 Years 

(27 issues) 

for $37.57 

Plus a free 
Cracked T-shirt 

(Actual size! Fits 
XXS midgets) 


□ 2 Years 

(18 issues) 

for $27.67 

Plus free Cracked 
sunglasses (Actual 
size! Protects tiny 
elves from UV rays!) 


□ 1 Year 

(9 Issues) 

for $17.77 

Plus this empti 
black square a 
10% off the 
newsstand prit 


NAME 



□ Check here if renewal 

ADDRESS 



Outside USA (including Canada): 
£1Q 7^ fnr 1 vpar 7^ fnr 9 wparc 

CITY 



$49.75 lor 3 years, payable in U.S. 
Funds by International Morey Order 

STATE 

ZIP 

AGE 

or Check drawn on U.S. Bank. 

Please allow 8-10 weeks for 
- processing. 


Mail to: Cracked Subs, P.0. Box 114, Rouses Point, NY 12979-0114 


CC0021 
















PIPPI LONGFILTERS, THE FUN CIGARETTE KIDS PREFER. 




LONGFILTERS 


Pippi says, “Pippi Longfilters have the smooth 
taste I want with the nicotine I crave.” Next time your 
playmate offers you a candy cigarette just say, “No! 

Fll have a Pippi Longfilters, please!” 


SURGEON GENERAL’S WARNING: Smoking 
Cigarettes May Stunt Your Growth And Keep You 
The Size Of A Munchkin For The Rest Of Your Life. 


PiPPi 


27mg "tar", 8.7 mg nicotine, 42 mg sugar, 59 mg Hi-C cherry fruit drink 
concentrate per cigarette. 


A CRACKED FAKEOUTAD 


Q'Vou’T® , 










































